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Bon Scott 


The television was on - and the volume was turned practically all the way up. Bon was at that precious stage 
in between dreaming and consciousness - the time when you're not sure what's real and what's still part of 


the dream. "Turn that bloody thing down, eh?" He called out, not bothering to open his eyes. 
"I just wanted to hear the weather for today, baby," A high pitched, nasally female voice answered. 


Bon winced a little. Normally he didn't mind the flat tones of an American accent, especially on a female, but 
this woman's voice was like nails on chalkboard at the moment. Why had he not noticed that last night? Oh yes, 
because she wasn't doing much talking then with his cock in her mouth. He smiled to himself and felt the 
beginnings of an erection stirring, despite his lethargy. Then he felt the weight of someone climbing into bed 


with him, and was acutely aware of the smell of roses mixed with bourbon. He slowly opened his eyes and saw 


the girl he pulled last night sitting up next to him and staring. She was wearing one of his band shirts that was 
clearly being stretched to its limits on her ample frame and was gaping at him with a blank expression on her 


face. His erection immediately disappeared. 


"The telly's that way love," he waved his arm in the direction of the obscenely loud television. It was taking 
every ounce of resolve to be polite to this girl - and calling this human a girl was a stretch of diplomacy - 
Bon thought. She wasn't the most attractive female scrambling to meet him at the bar last night, but she was 
the most confident and as usual, that's who Bon ended up with. Most girls of that sort at least had the 
decency to disappear at some point during the night, but this one was still in room and looked like she had no 


intention of disappearing any time soon. 


Bon reached past her to the bottle of Jack Dariels he vaguely remembered leaving on the night stand. He put 
it up to his mouth anticipating the warm nectar to bring him round a bit - but the bottle was empty. 


"Sorry baby," the girl grinned, "I finished it” 


So she had neither the decency to leave the hotel with any shred of self respect, nor did she respect his 
personal belongings. Bon took a deep breath. He didn't like being rude to women, no matter what the situation, 
but she didn't seem to understand how things like this worked. He contemplated giving her an earful and making 
her flee in anger and/or embarrassment, but he didn't have the heart to do it. He let out his breath and 
forced a toothy grin, "That's all right then, as long as you've brought one to replace it?" 


The girl blinked and Bon wondered if what he was saying actually sounded the way he heard it in his head. 


Sometimes after a night drinking he has been accused of babbling incomprehensibly and making up "Bon-isms". 
Trying again, Bon said as cheerfully as he could, "Have you another bottle of whiskey for me?" 


The girl blinked again and Bon thought it was some sort of unconscious twitch when her obviously feeble brain 


was trying to process information. After a whole minute, her face fell, "No." 


Frustrated, Bon slid past the girl out of bed and strode over to the bathroom. He was still nude and she made 
a noise like she was licking her lips. "I'm having a bath," Bon said, "I don't expect you to be here when I'm done, 


all right?" 


"Oh | don't mind waiting!" The girl chirped. Bon turned and saw she was slowly making her way over to the 
bathroom. If he wasn't so agitated, it would have been comical watching her wobbling the short distance from 
the bed to the bathroom, but her drunken state only incensed him more. When she was right at the door he 


said "That wasn't a suggestion, pet," and he slammed the door in her face. And locked the door. 


The girl pounded on the door for awhile, Bon ran the bath water, filled the tub and by the time he slipped in 
the water the pounding had stopped. Or so he thought... 


"How long had that slag been going at it?" He thought "Jesus Christ." he rose from the tub and saw his skin 


was all pruney, as if he'd been submerged for some time even though it felt like only a few minutes. 


Wrapping a towel around his trim waist, he was all set to give the scrubber an earful when he flung the door 


open, "Oi did | not tell you to bugger off you beastie of a woman???" 


Instead he found Cliff Williams, his bass player, his fist raised in mid-door pound, an angry look on his face. 
"Good, you're still alive, you fucker. | was about to pound the fucking door down mate, I'd been calling for you 


for nigh on an hour!" 


